A PSYCHOLOGICAL ROMANCE.               3"43

There is a charm in oriental life, and it is Repose. Upon
me, who had been bred in the artificial circles of corrupt
civilisation, and who had so freely indulged the course of
his impetuous passions, this character made a forcible
impression. Wandering over those plains and deserts, and
sojourning in those silent and beautiful cities, I experienced
all the serenity of mind which T can conceive to be the
enviable portion of the old age of a virtuous life. The
memory of the wearing cares, and corroding anxieties, arid
vaunted excitement of European life, filled me with pain.
Keenly I felt the vanity and littleness of all human plans
and aspirations. Truly may I say that on the plains of
Syria I parted for ever with my ambition. The calm en-
joyment of existence appeared to me, as it now does, the
highest attainable felicity; nor can I conceive that anything
could tempt me from my solitude, and induce me once more
to mingle with mankind, with whom I have little in com-
mon, but the strong conviction that the fortunes of my race
depended on my effort, or that I could materially advance
that great amelioration of their condition, in the practica-
bility of which I devoutly believe.

CHAPTER TIT.

I GALLOPED over an illimitable plain, covered with a vivid
though scanty pasture, and fragrant with aromatic herbs.
A soft, fresh breeze danced on my cheek, and brought vigour
to my frame. Day after day I journeyed, and met with no
sign of human existence ; no village, no culture, no resting
place, not even a tree. Day after day I journeyed, and
the land indicated no termination. At an immense dis-
tance the sky and the earth blended in a uniform homo**,
Sometimes, indeed, a rocky vein, shot out of the soil; some-
times, indeed, the land would swell into long undulations;